ALONG  THE  ROAD

ample time to allow for the journey from Brussels
to Ostend ; he himself, he declared3 did it con-
stantly and never took more. I trusted him and
did not consult the road book. If I had,1 should
have found that the distance from Brussels to
Ostend is something over seventy miles, that the
road is cobbled all the way and badly cobbled at
that, and that one has to pass through three large
towns and about twenty villages. As it was we
started late in the afternoon and were hopelessly
benighted. Now, when motorists tell me how
long it takes them to get from one place to
another, I add on, according to their character,
from thirty to sixty per cent, to the figure they
mention. In this way I reach approximate
truth.

Another horrible sin encouraged by the owning
of an automobile, particularly of a small auto-
mobile, is envy. What bitter discontentment
fills the mind of the 10 H.P. man as the 40 H.P.
shoots silently past him! How fiercely he
loathes the owner of the larger machine ! What
envy and covetousness possess him I In a flat
country one envies less than in a hilly. For on
the flat even the little car can do quite creditably
enough to keep up its owner's self-esteem. It is
in a mountainous country, like Italy, where the
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